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Select Poetry.
In the Shadow.

"Khe iras aUtfax in he shadow,
Tild- - roiinp, mid 4itfr,

And taw darknuiia ('rem (be rajle
--Fjell arouuii her cverynhers

'litr cLfl: . and pale her furcbead,
Talda man-sa- d (bit-- .

And the tixhir from tile rallev
Darkened all her gulden hair.

Ilickwrird sloped the grassy meadows.
l.il wun Kunsuine everywhere. a (Htm

Meadows of her girlhood,
Tilda vouug.and fair.

. J .k.. . ; J

Tllsal I f ii 1 assassin
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- v,"
Tike w.ilWU-Wtiet.'Tarni,,- r:

,'1
l.ouk'np towards the gifting uplands,

lo9mw iNp iniirr i,0-- .

Lo! the .hidowg, tiered clw.
Dimtned her stilted hci ureal b,

ShadMc fmm the lonel v rallej ,

Cruel shadow ! DeathKriW-- !,.;. J;: .j. ,.- - i ,tj i
Tender shadow ' no it pintnos

Throoph tin billovry sir.
Klttitrd up to Qovcn' brightne,

Tn'J:i tihidk and. (air.

Select Miscellany.

THE RAGGED GAITERS;

Taking the Wrong Parcel.

BY AUGUSTUS

'Ilcavetis ! wjiat ir Otce and form
and such prcttj"R!et, in ragged gaitfrs!"
nientalty exctainied George Livingston
(an aristocratip looking young man.) as
a lovely gtrl,' in ,1 neat calico dress,
tripped lightly past him. lie continued
tn gate alter her. until she turned down
an adjoiuing street and disappeared
from his view: fficn' taming upon bis
heel, resumed his walk up Broadway,
meditating upon the fair vision who had
passed bim a moment before. "She
ttos evidently a poor girl, as her dress
Wut?6Cd.'a' "tfroft'glit-Geo'fgc : Tint T
have seen that face 'before, nevertheless

the deuce take me if I cau think
where, though; it ma-- t hive been some
time ago;' and 3Ir. Livingston fell in-

to .i deep rever'e nbijh lasted during!
liis who'e walk.

Leaving hi iu to his own reflections,
we will now follow in the footsteps of
the girl, who turned down Canal, aud
was now walkii g rapidly towards Hud-no- n

street, in winch part of the city her
humble lodgings were situated. Hre
wai indcOd very lovoly, with a clenr and
t msparctyt skin; lare blue eyes and
a iburu hair. Her teet seemed scarcely
to touch the pavement, so light Hn&
buoyant was her tread as she tripped
along in those old worn out gaiters,
which, ragged as they were, hid a pair
of delicate fc;t' many a prond belle
might have.cirVicti. i Mert ot sixty, men
t twknty-two- , and BeYs of scvciitccu,
paused upon the way; and looked after
t'..e charming possessor of the ragged
gtitcrs the beautiful Helen Irving,
tiie book-folde- of Fulton street. All
day long had the poor girl been hived
up, in the thirj rftory room of a btick
building, with her fining fingers busy
at the task ati3 'iioV,v whin her daily
labor was over, what a relief it was to
inhale the cool evening brccre, and to
feel its brearh upen a cheek which had
trroWn rtole' from confinement. How!
litffiy was Tier heart as she reflected tbat
thft iicxt day wbnld be Sundhy- -a day
which is only rHrT.LT1 enjoyed by the
wdrllng classes. 'O, It will be glori-
ous' thought Helen Irving, "a' kg
nignt of Test and a whole day to spend
at home and, let me see, I have earn-
ed thfeV dollars ; if I am careful and
economical, I will hnve enough by next
week to buy me a pair of new gaiters ;"
ant) as this thought occurred to the
mind, she rast a half scornful glance at
her feet. Upon raising her C3'es again,
hh6 found herself directly opposito a:
large shoe tt-re- ; and could she believe
her senses? there, directly before the
door bung a string of ghiters marked
50 cents. "How cheap!" mentally ex
claimed the young girl; "if I only had
t lie money to spare, I would purchase a
pair;" and Helen stopped and gazed
wfsWully at the tempting articles.

uff thcy tic' not all sold by next
week, 1 think that I can get myself a
pair,' she continued, turning away and
resuming her walk. Ten minutes af
terwards, Helen arrived at the door of
a low wooden bouse, and, opening, en-

tered a neat but neatly furnished little
room on the ground floor. A middle
aged woman, with a kind, benevolent
countenance, arose, on hcrentrane, and,
coming forward, imprinted a kiss upon
her pure white brow. "I am so glad
you have come, Helen," she said ; "it
seems so lonely without you." Helen
smiled, an j, returning the affectionate
greeting of her mother, said, as she
seated herself,

'How much do you think I have
earned this week, mother?"

Mrs. Irving shook head, and smiled.
"Congratulate me ! Are we not rich?"

she exclaimed, displaying three one-doll-

bills to her mother's gaze.
"You tiavc' done well, indeed, poor

child !" answered Iter mother: "and 1

har earned a dollar and a half by scw-rn-

which added to your .money, will

I make four dollars and a half. Wo can
get along very well With that; but let
me see there is the rent doe next week

"I had not thought of that," said He
len, in a half sorrowful voice, and then
muttered to herself, "I eaunot get my
gaiters next week, after all, it will take
every cent to pay the reut." Not wish-
ing her mother, however, to perceive
her emotion, she continued in a gay
tone :

'To-morro- will be Sunday, mother;
won't we have a nice time together at
home here, iu our own little room ?"

n Yes, my dear child, we will indeed,
.(answered Mrs. Irving; ' but. conic, let

us sit down nnr e .conic nnnrr "
Helen and her mathcj.1

STaaaMaaaTaaWIM
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Fre turn, and were soon engasred in dis
cussing their hotoely fare, where we will
leave tbcm while we make the reader a
little more acquainted with Helen Irv

ing, the heroine of this: sketch.
Her father had been many years be-

fore, a wealthy and talented lawyer of
this city, and possessed a wide circle of
friends. As a natural consequence, he
was obliged to mingle a great deal in
society, and thought it no harm to in-

dulge now and then in a social glass
with bis most intimate friends." The
story soon is told; he became dissipa-
ted, neglected his business, and his eli
cit ts dropped off one by one, after the
other,1 tin til, finally, debt and ruin stared
the Wretched man in the face. A fit of
sickness, brought on by his bad habits.
soon after ended tho days of the once
rich and talented Edward Irving. Ev-

erything of any value Vas then seized
upon-'b- y the creditor, and Mrs. Irving
the wife of the deceased, found herself
penniless in tbo wide world, with her
little daughter Helen, then: but eleven
years of age. What few articles of jew-
elry she possessed were instantly sold;
and she then hired lodgings in tho bum-
ble tenement of which we have previ
ously spoken, where she had resided
ever since. .She had taken iu sewing,
and by this means managed to support
her daughter and herself, fche found
time also to teach her many of the high-
er branches of learning, so that by the
time Helen was fifteen year of age, she
passcssed a Tinu-'- bcttetedilPaliou than
inmy girls with superior advantages.
Helen had always hitherto assisted her
mother in sewing, but she now begged
t'lat she (her mother) would allow her
to enter into some kind of employ-men- t

which would be more profitable to them.
At first her mother strongly objected ;

lint a good opportunity offering, Helen
at length persuaded her parent to allow
her to enter a to k binding establish-
ment. After having had a little prac-
tice, she became an expert hanel at l&a

u incss: and was pleased to find that
her scanty earnings were of considera-
ble benefit to thefm. afforelrng many lit-

tle comforts which they had not enjoy-
ed for a number of years. The little
loom in which they resided was tilted
up with great taste by Helen and her
mother. It was indeed a great Comfort
to the former, after having been at work
all day, to come home to the neat little
apartment, and beguile the long winter
evening with some interesting bookjor,
talk of by gone days. Having thus far
nliglHened tho reader in rcspectjto our

heroine, wc will now proceed with our
story. "

Two weeks passed aw.13", and still poor
Helen continued to toil busily at her
daily task. The rent was paid, but the
poor girl had not as yet been able to to
purchase ' the loug wished-fo- r pair of
gaiters. ' : Day after day. upon her way
home, did she sec 'the same string of
cheap gaiters hmig up in front of the
store, and stand wistfully gazing upon
them. One of the clerks of the estab-
lishment, a little conceited fellow with
red hair and a pug nose, became accus-
tomed to seeing her stop every afternoon
in front of the store, and imagined that
she did so in order to look at bim. as
he stood in the door way. According-
ly he bowed to her one afternoon, which
had the effect to fVightcn her so, that
she never dared to pause in front of the
shot) again.

''Next week at any rate, I can get my
gaiters," said Helen, one day, at the
same time glancing down at the worn
out articles which she wore.

Xext week came, and with it not the
gaiter?, but a dot-to- r for Mrs. Irving,
wbo bad been suddenly taken sick with
a fever. Poor Helen forgot all about
her new gaiters, and the ragged ones she I
wore, ,in the anxiety of which she felt
for bcr mother. Evcrj- - cent of her
earnings was now used to pay the doc-
tor's bill, and to procure such little de-
licacies as would be grateful to the pa-
late

at
of her sick parent. But, in order

even to do this, she must be at work
continually ; and, consequently, be ob-

liged to leave home every day at an ear-
ly hour. It would not do to leave her
mother at home alone, and Helen there-
fore made a bargain with a next door
neighbor, who, on several occasions,
had shown herself friendly to them to
stay in the room with her mother while
she (Helen) was absent. The kind-hearte- d

woman, who was a widow, and
lived ail alone, readily agreed to do as
Helen proposed. She was constantly
thrown much into the society of the
doctor, whom, we will inform our read-
ers, was a single man, and very fond of
wine and cigars. It is indeed a won-

der, that a man so fond of wine as the
doctor, should have lived go long in sin-gl- p

blessedness j but so it was the doc- -

tor was fortyveyS2fnge. A sick
chamber, Wb think is aungti-r-dac- e

wherein to makalovc; but the doctor.
was of a different opinion. lis plied
his medicines to Mrs. Irving, and made
love to her companion at the same time

proposed to ber, and was coquetiahly
REFUSED spoke of his houses and
lands, and was accepted. Mrs. Irving
soon after recovered, to the groat joy ol
Helen, from, her fit of sickness. A
week afterwards, 3Irs. Jason, the wi
dow, became the wife of Dr. ,

and gave up the occupation of a scam-stres-

Helen now begin to think again
of the gaiters; and it was high time

lth:i. slm hnnrr-rl'hmn-
i ii(iaXJLMamUiiaitKtttKKmm TTaEtthe

isnca ror time came, when she
found herself enabled to purchase the
gaiters. With a half dollar in her
band, which, by dint of untiring perse-
verance and economy, she had managed
to save from her scanty earnings, the
poor girl .repaired joyfully to the exten-
sive establishment which contained the
coveted articles. The clerk with the
red hair and pug nose waited upon her.
Now it happened that the young lady,
richly dressed, and apparently about
twenty years of age, was bargaining for
a pair of gaiters of the most costly ma-
terial and workmanship. After having
been fitted to her satisfaction, the rich- -

lady told the clerk who wait-
ed Upon her to do up the articles. At
the same time Helen gave a like orelcr
to the clerk with the pug-nose- . A noise
in the street, at. that instant, attracted
the attention, of both women, ami thev
turncd around'to-loo- k townrds the door.
In the meantime, the two clerks having
done up the separate pair of gaiters,
laid them side by side upon the coun
ter, and having paid for them, ran to-

wards the door, in order to see what was
coins: on. Two men were fighting iu
the street, and. as Helen caught a glimpse
through the door of their bloody faces,
a feeling of terror crept over her. She
caught up one of tbc packages in great
haste and leaving the shop, hurried
home as fast as she could. Upon arriv-
ing at the house, her first step was to
opeu the package, in order to show the
gaiters to her mother when Io! what
elid she see, upon undoing it, but a bcau- -

ti.'ut pa'r of the most exquUite work- -

in inship. They were magnificent, beau-
tiful ; and, for a few moments;, the poor
girl stood gazing upon them in the ut-

most bewilderment.
'I have taken the wrong package,

mother what is to be done?" she said
at length, recognizing them as those
she bad seen the rich lady purchase,
and making her mother acquainted with
the fact.

' Find out the address of the lady,
and t;:ke them back. As you have ta-

ken her gaiters, it is likely that she has
yours also."

"How beautiful," murmured Helen
to herself, as she wrapped them up again
in the paper.

In the meantime, the lady wbo had
purchased the elegant gaiters, had pick- -

eu up me remaining pacKagc irom tl e
counter, and entered a coach which was
in waiting outside, was whirled rapidly
to a splendid residence in the upper
part of Broadway. ' The name of this
lady, wc will inform the reader, with-
out further delay, was Lydia Living-
ston,

I

the daughter of an extensive mer-
chant of this city. It was before her
father's house that the carriage stop-
ped. Great waat.be astonishment of Miss
Livingston upon undoing the paekagc

behold a pair of cheap fifty cent gai-
ters, instead of the elegant articles she
had purchased. Instead of feeling an-
gry, however, as would have many in a
similar situation, she set about thinking
how the affair could have happened.

i:Oh! I now recollect!" she suddculy
exclaimed, with a merry laugh.
was a poor girl in--- the store, purchasing
waiters at the same time with myself.
She must have taken my package by
mistake, aud left her own upon the
counter. Poor thing she is perfectly
welcome to them. I can get me

pair." And, with these words, she
went down into the parlor and related
the affair to her brother George, the
young man whom we introduced in the
commencement of this sketch, George
was considerably amused, and, after he
had laughed sufficiently over the mat-
ter, his sister said :

"Do you kuow, brother, there was
something very interesting about that
poor girl. It seemed to me as though

had seen her countenance before."
"Describe her," said George,
starting up ; "had she not on a pair

of ragged gaiters ?"
"I believe so," said his sister, smiling
the question, and then proceeded to

give a full description of the girl.
"It is the same!" exclaimed George,

vehemently. "Lidy, I have seen this
girl, and was impressed in the same
manner as yourself by her looks. What
can this mean ?"

A timid ringing was at that instant
heard at the door bell, and the next mo-
ment, a servant looked into the parlor
and said :

"There is a poor girl at the door, who
says she wants to see Miss Livingston.''

"Show her in here," said Lydia.
The servant departed, and
the next moment, ushering in Helen

Irving. With a graceful case and deli-
cacy which charmed her hearers, the
young girl explained tho nature of her
errand. In the meantime, George had
recognized in the girl before bim the
same whose countenance had so struck

him, a few woekB previously, Broad- -

way.
"Accept the gaiters as a g;asHb V dear

vounu ladv! ' sard JjVQia, WB sweet
swilc, as soon as Helen had

The offer was made so mrnauv, that
the poor girl could do no 1eSSVthan ae- -

ccpt the articles, which she fid with a
grace peculiarly her own. A -

"Excuse me, young lady,"
but will you be good enough nVtell mc
your name ?" jL'Helen Irving!" answered young
girl, blushing. Both bro ther and. sister
utercd an exclamation of

l tiicji the wBftjjatwl
basVBBBSssssssssslBlBstsssssWyvT?" 1 rvniff, tl lawyer.

who had died manv vcars airo
"He'wafc my father," said lclen, in

a sorrowful toiic, which she could not
;i

conceal.
"Your father !" exclaimed 'both in

surprise, and then George said
"Miss Irving, do you not recognize

us your old friends and pjpyinates,
George Livingston aud my sister Ly-
dia?"

Helen did remember fhein ''well, as
the children of one of her father's for-

mer friends, and the next moment she
was clasped in a sisterly embrace by
Miss Livingston. The brother and sis-
ter then made her sit between them, and
relate all her adventures siucc they had
last met, which was a few months be-

fore the death of her father.
A few months after the incident we

have related, Helen Irving became the
bride of Livingston. Tho young
man had always evinced a preference
for her in earlier years; and now that
he had again mot her, he was determin-
ed to make her his wife.

3Ir. Liviugston was a noble-minde- d

man, and unprejudiced in his notions.
Therefore when George made known to
him his intentions in regard to Helen
Irving, be instantly gave his consent to
his son's union with one whom be bad
every reason to suppose was worthy of
the highest regard. JThe uewly-inarrie- d couple, with He-
len's mother, scttletl upon the banks of
the Hudson, in a tastefully-buil- t man-
sion. The gaiters arc still preserved as
a memorial of the incidents we have re-
lated, nnd George sometimes; laughing-
ly nllndcs to the h Our wh"cn"iro first i8?w
the beautiful wearer of The R.vcgkd
Gaiters !

The Homestead.
How sacred the recollections that

cluster around the spot where we were
born the spot where first we learned
to look upon the beauties of nature the
rreen sward the wavinir corn the
stately tree and the little, clear bub-
bling spring at its root, from which, du-

ring the long, long days of summer
school, we slaked our thirst, or sought a b
short relief from the tiresome, straight-backe- d

school house bench; the rippling
brook, with its grassy bank, and speck-
led trout, and little falls that turned the
tin- - wheel.

The place where we first chased the
gay butterfly and timid "el ipmune;"
where first we tangled the gn.es of the to
mower by searching for the delicious to
strawberry, and where first we plucked to
the bright tempting cherry, the hicious
peach, tho dainty pear, and the always
enduring and ever grateful apple.

Whore, with brothers aud sisters, and
little visiting friends, we had our play-
house our ovens of sand our acorn
cups and saucers, and plates of broken
china, and mai!e the miniature stately to
calls and formal tea parties; and with
what stately -- tride we imitated the walk
of our elders in eloing it; where we play-
ed "keep school ' and "preach," and an-
on with hard-bac- k blossoms or cocker-
el's feather in our caps, wc strutted
forth, the embryo defenders of our coun-
try's rights, the gallant volunteers.

The place where first wc learned to
listen to the rapturous notes of the free
happy orchard melodist the robin and to
her associates to the chattering swallow,
antl the plaintive whippoorwill.

The place where first we learned to
lisp the names of father and mother; and
to utter the first pure sentiments of fra-
ternal love for brother, and for ' sister
dear."

But above all, and more than all, the
spot where first the holy love of mother
taught our infant thoughts to revere,
and our infant lips to pray, "Our Father,
who art in Heaven."

How intimately anel indissolubly con-

nected with, how wholly enshrined up-
on, the spot where we were born the
old homestead are all recollections of
the pure gushing joys of carl years !

And who, in after life, can see a stran-
ger lord of that manor, without a pang
of sorrow ? Who would not then feol
that such possession is sacriligious ?

"Give, Oh. give me back my home,
My own dear native homo."

Bj An honest Jonathan from the
interior, on his visit to the metropolis,
was awakened one night by hearing the
cry of "Oyst! buy any oysters?" in the
mellifluous tones of a vendor of the
luscious shell-fish- , who was passing un-

der the window of the hotel. A noise
so new to him startled him, and he ask-

ed
of

his room-mat- e what it meant
"It's only oysters," replied his fellow -

lodger, pettishly.
"Uysters ! exclaimed Jonathan, in

astonishment "and do oysters holler as
loud as that?"

Chabacter.- - --True character is if
shown more clearly in trifle- - than in
rrreat deeds. an

Ma or Pa---Wh- ich?

" Laura, my child, why don't you do
as I tell you?"

"What ma? what don't I do that vou
wish me to ?"

"Why, Laura, you know very well
that I frequently told you not to go with
the Smith's girls: they are too ill bred for
you to associate with."

"But, ma, I love to go with them; they
are always so kind to me, and pa told
me just last evening that I was in good
company when with Kmma and Jane
Smith. I don't think thtfy are ,"

"BuJ, Ay child, Ibsjr dress
you e ; and I don't

like to see yotTWalk with them. What
would Lucy Brown and the Jones girls
say if they were to see you with them ?"

"Why, ma, I don't think they would
have any just reason to get angry with
me on that account; and, besides, I don't
like Lucy Brown half as well as
do Jbrnrna and Jane fciuith. bhe gest
angry for any trifle; and when I tell her
that 1 am very sorry 1 offended her, she
will not believe me, but walks away and
will not speak to me for nearly a whole
week; and then I must always speak first.
and tell her that 1 am really sorry to
hurt her feelings; and pa told me, the
other day, that he would much rather
sec me associate with Mr. Smith's girls
than with Lucy Brown; for, he said, be
often heard Lucy speak very, cruel to
her little sister, and to her brother Willie,
while he was passing their door on the
way to his office."

"But, child, u know the neighbors
will talk about us if they see you associ-
ate with girls who are inferior to us iu
every respect."

"Why, ma, I don't think I am better
than the Smiths girls; for I learn a great
many good things from them; and when
ever 1 am at their house they treat me
so well, and are so kind and obedient to
their mother, that she never has reason
to correct them. But when I am at Mr.
Brown's, Lucy's mother must always 1
speak two or three times to her before
she will obey and then she don't do so I
willingly.'

"But, Laura, you know tbc Smith
girls are so poor, aud fashionable and I
refined girls will hardly look at them,
much less keep their company."

"But.pa told mo last Sabbath, after
he bad read my library book, called
"The Poor Orphan Girl's Good Quali- -

ties, that girls wno nau wealthy parents,
and could afford to wear all kinds of fin-cr-

and associated with the gay and in
fashionable, were not always the best
company, and the most lasting friends; I
but that many of them were idle and
heartless' flirts, looking upon the poorer
class with contempt." I

"Well, child, if you wish to believe
all that pa says, and disgrace yourself

associating with poor, ignorant and
despised girls, you can do so; but re-

member, I will not suffer them to enter
this bouse hereafter."

The Tree Known by its Fruit.
I admire to bear old bachelors talk

about the weakness of women. I like
hear them tell how she brought siu in
the world, and about her inferiority
man general. It is a very interest-

ing theme, coming as it docs from their
lips, for they do tin subject eminent jus-
tice.

go
But tho poor fellows forget all

about the laws of hereditary descent
when they get upon their favorite hob-
by. If men aud women started six
thousand years ago, the one far superior

the other, they would be likely to be
somewhere near on an equality by this if
time. Thorn bushes do not bear grapes,
neither do weak-minde- d women bear
strong-minde- men.

We wish old bachelors in future would
remember this, and also remember, when
they are harping their favorite tunc, that
every sensible woman who l'stens, tcon-de- n

what kind of a mother, and what
kind of an education the poor man had,

take such a one-side- d view of his fel-

low beings ! And tbc pity he so
pours upon her weakness, she is pour-in- g

right back upon his ! If such old
bachelors wish to have their sentiments to
apprceiateel, they must be careful aud
advance them only before their equals
and inferiors; then, possibly, they may
stand a chance to be considered wise,
prudent, and foresighted men,

among those of their sex who have
caught snakes iu the matrimonial net.

Kemeinber in future, my bachelor
iViend, that a man receives his earliest
impressions from his mother's lips, and to
when you speak so lightly, of woman,
the inference to be drawn is, that your so
iiintlmr was not 9 snceimon of her cd,
sex. The conclusion is, u cannot
"gather grapes from thorns, or figs from
thistles.'' Flag of our Union.

a
Sj A kind-hearte- d and affectionate

sposa, betn ncted and shawled, very re-

cently
of

appeared at the door of a room
where her good natured liege lord was
about to indulge in a comfortable he
snooze.

"My elcar, I am going shopping. on
What shall I bring you to comfort
you 9"

I don't know, love; I don't think
anything I want particularly just

now. Come and kiss mo. I will tell
you, However, wnut 1 want you to aon 1

bring me.
"What is it, praj ?"
"Pray dou't bring me in debt !"

9.Iii some parts of Rhode Island,
a person puts on a clean shirt once a

week, he is denounced by the populace
aristocrat. w

A SOFT PLACE
Away up mountains, where most

men are honcstcr than their shadows are
long, and are not afraid of themselves nor

fthe dark, Tim Ginkinz's uncle, an old
bachelor, Jived. See him yonder on a
goods box, on the corner, in the sunshine;
expatiating to a small squad of fellows
upon matters and things in general, with
an unimpeachable shirt collar, his distinc
tion, an elevated brow, a winking lid, a
wicked eye, and a gracious mouth ; em-
phasizing occasionally with a pound of his
walking cane upon the pavement, and
straijihteninir his shirt collar as a finale

ion te subject in question.
Take a seat, Tim, on the box bv me,'

said be, after the rest of the party bad
strolled away, "It's pleasant here. I
wrfs down to see the widow yesterday,
Tim, and she gave me back bone for din-
ner,"

"By the way, widow Ida Lixa Bang-lin- g

is a nice little, sweet little, pretty
little love of a lady ; rosy, round, rolick-som- c

; plump as a plum, lively as sun-
shine, bright as her own eye ; sharp,
quick, and keen ; as lovely as blue veins,
on lilly rose color, and blood full of life
and spirit through them could make her. ly
Touch her hand, and 'twill make the ting-
ling blood go galloping through you ; her
step like a fawn, her waist like a fairy's
sunshine in her face, and joy all over ber
so charming is the widow Ida Liza."

"I was down to see the widow, yester
day said Tim's uncle, and she gave me
back bone fordinncr. I wc.nt down rath left
er early in the morning; wc talked, laugh
ed and chatted, and run on, she going
Out and in occasionally to see to tilings
till dinner was ready when she helped me
graciously to back bones. Now I thought
that, lim was rattler favorable. I took
t as a symptom of personal approbation.

because everybody knows I love back
bones, and 1 flattered myself she had
cooked them on purpose for me. So I we
grew particularly cheerful, and I thought

could see it in her too. 00 after din-
ner while sitting close beside the window,

fancied we both felt sorter comfrotable any
like I know I did. I felt that I had
fallen,, head and cars in love with her and

imasined. from the way she looked,
she had fallen teeth and toe nails in love at
with me. She appeared just now for all
the world like she thought it was coming.
that I was sroinc: to court ber iresent-m- y

y, I couldn't help it, I laid hand
softly on her beautiful shoulder, and I
remarked, when 1 had placed it there,

my blandest tones, Tim, for I tried to
throw my whole soul into tbe expression, for

remarked then, with my ever pouring its
love, truth, aud fidelity right into her,
"Widow, this is the nicest softest, place,

ever had my hand on. in all my life."
"Looking benevolently at me, and at

the same time flushing up a little, she all
said in melting, winning tones, 'Doctor, and
give me your hand, and I'll put it on a
softer place."

"In a moment, in a rap'ure, T consent A
and taking my hand, she gently, very

gently, laid it ou my head and burst
out into a laugh it's ringing in my ears
yet."

"Now, Tim, I haven't told this to a that
living soul but you, and by jinks ! was

but I couldn't hold it any The
longer so I told you ; but mind, it musn't

any further."
got

" "Madam," said a very polite tra-

veler to a testy old landlady, "if I see
proper to help myself to this milk, is
there any impropriety in it." to"I don't know what you mean; but

you mean to insinuate that thar is
anything nasty in that milk, I'll give Iyou to understand that you've struck
the wrong house 1 Thar ain't the first I

tout
ses

har in it, for as soon as Darthy Ann
told nie the cat war drowned in the
milk, I went straight and strained it that
over."

The young man fainted. in

A voun' lady asked a rcntlc- - old
man the meaning of tho word surro-
gate

cups
! "It is," replied he, "a gate through

which parties have to pass on their way
get married." "Then, I suppose,"

replied she, "that it is a corruption of
sorrow-gate.- " "Tou are right, Miss,"
replied her informant "as woman is an

theirabrcviation of wo to man."
went

The following is too good to be and
lost: A lady, formerly a resident of
Georgia, very much discontented with
Mississippi life, and longing to return the

her native laud, was shouting at a thus:
camp meeting last year, and becoming I

exclusively happy, that she cxclaim- -

' Glory to Ciod ! 1 feel HKc t was in
Gcorgy!

A country lad who had been at
public dinner, wished to describe the

scone to his dulcinea, in tho language
the village editor, wbo had said that

"the table groaned with venison, roast
pig, and every luxury." Accordingly

declared to his wondering Belinda
that "venison and roasted pig groaned

the table."

B&& A man carding a cradle was
stopped by an old woman, and thus ac-

costed : die.
'So Sir, you have got some of tbc

fruit of matrimony ?"
"Softly, old lady," said he, "you mis-

take
been

; this is merely the fruit basket." is

Cfeiy 3Ian is never wrong while he
lives for others ; the philosopher who of
contemplates from the rock is a less no-
ble imago than tbc sailor who struggles

ith the storm. not

The Fading One.
Did yon ever see some member of a

fkmWjfadiuff away gradually, yet sure-
ly, beyond all human help, wasting un-
der the power of disease ? Around tho
house, perhaps going out for jl short
walk or the gentle ride; able, it may be,
to sec friends, and pleasures of life ; but
growing weaker Jay by day sufierinLr.
enduring, but slowly fading. Did you
ever see a friend thus as piece by piece
tbe clayey tabernacle was being taken
down and the spirit pluming itself for its
flight as soon as its prison chains fall
olt (

Such a one I saw recently and who
bas now gone tu Jar eteruaj home. It
was very touching to watch the solici
tude of all the family of their drooping;
flowpr. The arrangements for the visit
had been made with reference to s

; the temperature of the room
must be regulated for her comfort, th
easiest chair bad been for her use. The
mother's eye watched her as she passed
around the room with a mothers

; the sisters anticipated every wish of
the heart; the little brothers hushed
tbeir noisy glee and stopped more gent- -

in her pre: e nee.
I watched her weakness as she turned

upon her loved ones for support, app-i- - '
rtHtly unconscious of all their attentions- -

receiving them freely as they were
given and thought what a beautiful
provision of a merciful Providence is the
family ! it is indeed a relic of Eden

to us yet unbroken, primitive
blessedness. . If the world were

great commune of Socialism, as some
would seem to desire in these days of
wickedness, might do well enough in
youth and health, and vigor, but what
would become of falling ones in this

world?
We may weir be grateful for family

comforts. We may well prize them if
have tbcm unmarred by sickness or

death, for but a few families escape at

great while. And wbeu they come what
consideration should induce ns to spare

attention which can be given to
smooth tbe pathway to the tomb? No
lapse of time can ever takeaway tbe bit-
terness of the recollection or unkindness

such a time, after the grave bas closed 1

oyer the lost one.
Speak gently to roar 'fading ones.

Bear patiently with ail tbeir humors and
caprices of a mind weakened by disease.
Consider no self-denia- l too great to bo "

.

born. But especially point often to the
necessity of being at any time prepared

death. If possible, disrobe death of
terrors by making it familiar and

holding free intercourse upon the great
themes of the soul's immortality and its
eternal home. Such efforts wilt bring
consolation in the hour of sorrow, when ; .

the weary watchingsand night virgils ,

trials of patience shall be forgotten.

A Child's Idea of Washington.
short time since, a little boy of four

summers, was carefully examining soma
pictures, among which was one of tbe
tomb of Washington. Taking tbe

up, he asked his mother "what
picture was; " he was told that it

a picture of Washington's tomb.
little fellow thought a moment, and

looking up, said :

"Mother, I don't sec how they eAcr
so great a man as "Washington into r

tomb!"

Could't Hold Out. A girl who had
become tired of single blessedness, wrote i

her intended thus:
"Dear Jim, eome rite Off ifyou're

at all ; Ed Helderuian is insistin that
shall have him, and he huirs and kis- -

me so continually that I can't hold
much longer."

Mortality. Some poet has s'atcd
'the worlel is full of change.' Don't

believe it. If so where is it ? Tisn't in
tbc banks. Tisn't in the groceries-Didn'- t

tbe poet mean by the 'world,'
woolen socks, nnd broken shaving
? We propose that the poet be

called on 'to resume.'

A physician recently got up an
emetic for some members of a military
company, which caused all the officers to
throw up their commissions, two of them

parole of honor, and tbe privates
to work throwing up fortifications

earth works.

SSy-A- n Irishman writing from Phila-
delphia the other day to his friend in

old country, concluded bis letter
" If iver its me forohune to liv till

dy and God nose whether it is or no
I'll visit ould Ireland afore I leave

Philamadclphy."

BiSyWc have no desire to be
with the old bachelor who
the following :

"Nature, impartial in her ends,
When she made man the strongest,

In justice then, to make amends,
Made woman's tongue the longest."

Jte3" The nearer wc approach tho
grave, tho more frequently we are

by sickness. This may be
still it is useful. The more

we have, tbe more willingly wo

A thue Bill. Newspapers have
called the only paper currency that

worth more than gold or silver.
Uniformly kind, courteous and

treatment of all persons, is one mark
a true woman.

Ho who knows the world will
be too bashfid.

an il


